Loues Labour $loU.l 

Kin. Why take you hands then? 

Rofa. Onely to part friends. 

Curtefie fweet hearts, and fo the Mcafure ends.- 
Kin. More mcafure of this meafure , be not nice, 

Rofa. We can afford no more at fuch a price. 

JuV.Prife your feluess What buyesyour corapame ? 

Rofa. Your abfencc onely. 

Xitf.Thiccanncuer be. 

Rofa. Then cannot we be bought : and fo adue. 

Twice to your Vifore, audhalfeonce to you. 

Kin. If you denie to d a nee, let’s bold more chat. 

Rofa. In priuatc then. 

Kin. I am beft pleas’d with that. 

Re. WhitediandedMiftris,one fweet word with thee, 
flu. Hony, and Milke, and Suger : thercis three. 

Ber. Nay then two treyes, and if you grow fo nice 
Methegljne, Wort, aadMalmeley; well runne dice.* 

There’s halfe a dozen fweets. 

ffu. Seuenth fweet adue, fiace you can cogg, 
lie play no more with you. 

Ber . Onewordinfecrct. 

Qu. Let it not be fweet. 

Ber. Thou grieu’ft my gall. 

Qu. Gall bitter. 

Ber. Therefore meete. 

T>u. Will you vouchfafe with meeto change a word? 

Mar. Name it. 

‘Bum. FaireLadie. 

cMar. Say you fo ? Faire Lord ; 

Takcyeuthat for your faire Lady. 

Du. Pleafeityou, 

As much in priuate, and He bid adieu. 

Mar. What, was your Vizard made without a tong? 

Long. I know the reafon Lady why you aske. 

Mar. O for your reafon, quickly fir, Ilong. 

Long. You haue a double tongue within your mask. 

And would affoord my fpeechlcffe vizard halfe. 

Mar. Vealc quoth the Dutch-man ; isnotVealeaCalfe? 
Long. A Calfefaire Ladie? 

Marl 
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eJMar. No,a£aireLordCalfe. 

Long. Lct”s part the word. 

Mar. No, lie not be your halfe; 

Take all and weane it, it may prouc an Oxe , 

LflKg.Loekehow you but your felfc in thefe fharpcmockcs, 
Will you giuc homes chad Ladie ? Do not fo. 

Mar. Then die a Calfe before your horns do grow. 

Lon. One word in priuate with you ere I die. 

< jfyfar . Bleat foftly then; the Butcher hearesyou cry] 

Bojet. The tongues ol mocking wenches are as kcenc 
AsistheRazotsedge,inuifiblc : 

Cutting a fmaller haire then may be feene, 

Aboue the fence offence fo fcnfible; 

Sccmeth their conference, their conceits haue wings. 

Fleeter then arrowes, bullets, wind, thought, fwifter things. 

Rofa. Not one word more,my maides,breakeoff,breake off, 

Ber. By hcauen, all drie beaten with pure fcoffe. 

King. Farewell maddc Wcnchcs you haue fimple wits. 

Exeunt . 

flu. Twentie adieus my frozen Mufcouitcs. 

Arc thefe the breed of wits fo wondredat? 

“ Boyet. Tapers they are, with your fweet breathes pufeouu 
Rofa. Wel-liking wits they hauc,gro{fe,groffe, fat, far. 
flu, Opouertie in wit, Kingly pooreflout. 

Will they not ( thinkc you) hang thcmfelucs to night ? 

Or euer but in vizardes (hew their faces ; 

This pert Berowne was out of count’iwnee quite. 

Rofa. They were all in lamentable cafes. 

The King was weeping ripe for a good word. 
flu. Z?era»wdidfwearc himfeife out of all fute, 
MarLDumainevtoS at my feruice, and his fword : 

Nopoynt (quoth I :) my feruant ftraight was mute, 

1C a. Lord Lor.gauiUb aid I came ore his heart 
And trow you what he call’d me ? 

Qu. Qualrnc perhaps. 

Kat. Yes in good faith. 
f)u. Go ficknclle as thou art. 

Rof. Wellbetter witshauevyorne plaine flatutecaps. 

But will you liearej the King is my loue fworne. 

^ Off 
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